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turbans of the Muhammadan men passing by; and
on the roofs of the jutkas and bullock-carts in the
roadway. The people are all strangers to her and
the scene soon grows monotonous. She turns
back to her own narrow horizon where the births,
deaths and marriages have an absorbing interest*
However secluded her life may be it is not
spent in idleness* If she is the wife of a tailor or
clerk, she passes long hours embroidering muslin
with cheap cotton. She gets very little for it as
she is obliged to take what the merchant offers,
The money helps to buy a piece of bright-coloured
satin, which is made up into a pair of pyjamas for
her little girl, such as the child wears who is seated
on a chair*
If she is the wife of a rich merchant nothing
will induce her to touch a needle. In India there
is no honour in labour; and it is an understood
thing that only those who are obliged do manual
work* The merchant's wife has no obligation to
earn, and she is able to live in idleness; not a
dreamy somnolent idleness by any means, but an
unprofitable life of gossip, intrigue, squabble and
self-indulgence. Her time is fully employed,
although her long fingers never touch needle or
book.